
I I The only way to survive this is 
To create salient memories 
Moments of thought 
That give us anything to talk about 
Think about 

That isn’t this goddamn fucking virus 

Be careful 

But don’t isolate 

Or your brain will be sicker than your lungs 


I Afiyintheair 

* The salmon jumps up to catch 
Salmon lives, fly dies. 

^There’s no mayonnaise 

No guinea or freshly frozen shrimp 
Panic in suburbia 


Carefully lifting the lid 
With big parchment sheets the librarians 
Gently lift and turn the page 
Revealing a new colorful illustration 
Of some birds, from long ago 

We huddle and watch. Glee 

The smell of this old book 

The vibrancy of art not seen for years 

Something is consistent 

The turning of pages 

When the world feels desaturated 
Check if you are looking through a window 
If there are clouds in the sky 
Remember a day with sun 
Dogs in the park 
A forest, an ocean 
How blue is the sea 






We still have podcasts I 
Think perhaps no matter what happens 
We will always have podcasts 
Your friends will whisper sweet opinions 
To whatever squirrels or mice they meet 

We will listen to barking dogs 
And the screams of kittens 
Your roommate holds up your cat to you 
Comrade, you've GOT to listen to this podcast 

Did you ever play Kid Pix, on the old Macs 
All I did was scribble in it 
I remember the fun was all the ways 
To make a big bright mess of things 
The special stamps making noises 
Sprouting trees, inverting rainbows 
And then erase it all for fun, in fifteen ways 
like the one that went 

fU/i... four... three... two... one... z£ytro... 


/ My boss cried in front of me today 
' I gave her tissues and news 
Her family is scattered across continents 
She was going to go to the opera 
I’m more of a counselor than a librarian lately 
I hope she advocates for me to be compensated 
If the library closes down 

This isn’t a poem about COVID-19. 

“The library is a second home for me” 

Stout, hair tied back, frizzy and dark 
It always sounds like she’s asking a question 
Good questions 

My favorite patron sees us 
She gives me remedies 

And I help her find many, many books. 

I tryto answer all her questions 
But I don’t know how to answer 


“Why don’t we come together to support each 
other even when there isn’t a pandemic?” 

This isn’t a poem about CGVID-19 
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On the left and right 
On the corners, on columns 
At the entrance to the library 

Two families of squirrels have built nests 
The left nest squirrels 
And the right nest squirrels 

Do you think they’re neighbors? 

Does one squirrel go over to the other nest and 
Ask to borrow a nut? 

Or are they rivals 

Two nests, both alike in dignity. 

In fair Library, where we lay our scene 
From forth the fatal loins of these two foes 
A pair of star-cross’d kits meet in dead of night 
Secret lovers sharing acorns and 
Gossiping about what the patrons are reading 

Squirrels cast in silhouettes behind the window, 
a shadow-play for me to see. 



Librarians have a magic spell 


A ritual that fixes all that ails you 
Simply ask for help. 

And the computer works 
The bug stops 

The book appears, like magic, on the shelf 
Where you swear it wasn’t before 


All we have to do is come and See 


So, of course, the patrons all ask me 

About coronavirus disease 2019 

But this isn’t a poem about coronavirus 2019 

This is about me, the librarian 
Pulling my hair out at home 
Holding all the stress from 
Gasting my magic spell 
I vent to my roommates 
(but they’re not librarians) 

I stand alone and look in the mirror 

Saying “Gan you help me? Gan you help me? 

Fix me 

Fix me 

Fix me” 




They canceled the orchestra but 
Did you notice 


that the birds have come home? 


Sit in their sanctuary and listen 
The chickadee maestro 
conducts the corvid choir 
The blue jay brass swells and 
Flautist finches flourish 
Loons play bassoons 
Pigeons on piano 
Sparrows wield reeds on violin 


Then the wind blows and silence as 
They all flock together away 

Leaves rustle like gentle cymbals 
Then quiet 

And the birds return, and sing again 

I’m not the only queer 
Taking refuge in this sanctuary 
Right now 


Here’s two squirrels 
Sneaking into the sanctuary 
They're still, surveying the scene 
Act fast move fast rush in 
From hiding spot to hidden place 
In and out, a quick mission 
Take the food and don’t be seen 

The great lengths of parkour taken 
Perhaps this is Squirrell de Solei 
Gymnasts who have practiced for months 
Just to pull off these stunts 

If you’re ever close enough to a squirrel 
You'll notice how big their tail is 
But it’s all long fluffy fur standing on end 
The actual tail itself is 
So 
Very 
Small 






Sun beams through the window 
On droplets suspended in air 
In my shower 
A rainbow 


I ^ There’s a frog in the Arctic 

* At night every cell of her body 
Freezes encased in ice 

And her organs come to a stop 
But when the sun comes out 
Somehow, every time 
Her heart begins beating again 

T ^ 1^ In the Arctic Winter night 

* Darkness lingers, nighttime lasts 
Twenty-three hours, the sun just 

Peeks over the horizon, for a moment 
Sunrise, Sunset, one continuous motion 


But day by day the days get longer 

The sun stays, just a little bit, 

a little bit more 

A little more light 

Until the day returns again 

Long summer days again in the arctic 


I / I Springtime in Philly is sunny and warm. 

* * Quiet and empty and full of pink flowers 

Tulips are blossoming, squirrels are chittering 
Changing and shifting, as we near April Showers 


An elegy to thaw 
An elegy to allergies 
An elegy to flash floods and wet socks 
Soaked jeans on my shower rod 


Homesick for Boston and valley towns. 
Homesick for sitting alone eating Chinese food 
Homesick for my partner’s cold noisy bedroom 
Homesick for my brother’s photography. 


I shaved my head bald, and you can’t touch it 
I fixed my car, and I can’t drive it 
I got a job offer, but I can’t file the paperwork 
Spring, give way to Summer soon. 




j l«^Our quiet pen 
* I painted a spiral a 
Swirling fern, a fiddlehead 
“Shalom” the only word that came to mind 
I painted sunshine, reflective and golden 
Sun I haven’t felt for days 


at this point writing the chapbook i was quarantined i 
had a mentai breakdown i 
shaved my head i 
dont know what there is 
except this virus 
and eight days passed away 


Shalom has roots in shin lamed mem 
It means “in-tact” and “whole” 

It also gives I’shalem, to pay 
From lish’lom, to be completed 


From shalem, “it is over.” 


I am sitting in my folding chair 
In the sun 

Inspecting the honeysuckle vines 
Climbing up and over these fences 
Dreaming of the day I say “Shalem.” 



My palm across my scalp 
Afresh field growing 


Each blade raises up 


As I push against the grain 


Time is passing. 

From my smooth egghead earth 
Meadows are blooming 
The grass is growing taller and 
Up, up, up 


I’ll be a spider plant again 

I’ll have tendrils 'round my earlobes 

I’ll have fiddle heads unfurling into ferns 


I’ll have ocean bangs I’ll 
Flave hair like a flock of goats 


I’ll climb you, my redwood lovers 
I’ll wrap around and never let go 
I’ll photosynthesize and weep 
Sweet sap and syrup the 
Jam I made will still be fresh 


That last bit is the fantasy 
But I’m trying to have hope here 
While I still feel just a head 
Of freshly sprouted fuzz 




A traveler came to King Solomon & asked 
For something that is true, 
Something always true 

Something that is true on good days 
And on bad days 

Something that is true today 
and true tomorrow. 

Something certain, and constant 

My patrons ask me 
How long we’ll be closed 
The answer changes dally 

I say through March 
Tomorrow, through April 
The next day, through May 
Experts say years 
Nihilists say never 

And King Solomon said to the traveler: 

"Gam zeh ya'avor" 

This too shall pass. 

This too shall pass. 

This too shall pass. 



Let’s Imagine the future. 
Let’s Imagine how this ends. 


Oc. 

how can i end this 
when it isn’t over 


We step outside, feeling warm hot sun. 
Paled palms stretch to the sky 
And, hesitantly, nervously, we head out 

We say havdalah for the virus 
Braided candles split as they burn 
And, carefully, hesitantly, nervously 
sing to bless the separation 
Hearthe sizzle, shalem. 

We say ylzkor, and then kaddlsh 
And then, hesitantly, excitedly, finally 
We embrace each other In hug after hug 
Good long hugs, together again 

Let’s Imagine the future 

When I see you again 

As If I won’t let go of you again 

My arms like honeysuckle cling to you 

Let’s Imagine the future 
Everything’s changed now. 

Change It more. 
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